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SYNOPSIS

i
\
f Enoch Wantworth, journalist, and An.

rew Merry, actor, play a hand at poker,
'Ihn stakes abpalute control of the futdre
of the foser Wentworth winn, They do-
elde tn kKeep ¢ matier secrel, Doreas
knowing from brother, Enach, o

Marry'n ahortoomings, tries to arousa his

And Julle,
1 want

dress ms 800N B8 you can.
ek Dugald to get o oarriage
Lo g0 homa,"

The woman kiased the girl’s neck as

ghe unbultoned her gown. "It has
been an awful strain 1 know all
about It—but Miss Dorcas, your future

ambition Andrew outlines tha plot of a
Ay he how 1 In mind and she urgvs
fﬂm to go 1w work on it. When the play
18 complotsd ,\1:-"" rends It 10 Wentwaorih

whoth [Ife smbition s o write & success

ful piay He domands Merry's piny as o |
forfalt of th ond woun In 1 1T 4
Tt Py ||H s for st Aging it
11 s n ||' Merry, wha s Kk [
spAling et o missing aronme nir

mi In !' u leading nuile D
rn sl Bhe quarrels w or b
for tuhing erodit for a play ahe "
holong o Marey Thoy 1 Mt
vmome the down-nnd-out n i il
and persundes W "

?“II‘ P ul : LT " llln v
who hug & bod repatation

CHAPTER XIlIl—Continued

“Hore In the ascond act ifd Wont
worth brusqgualy 1 in e 1t will
suilt ol Che chang nre  asaetly
what you sugpested

“Oh, splendid!™ O Id'a voleo was
curdial U'm ever 8o glud vou felt Hke
it You will gsay yourself it 18 an im-
provement.

“I hope 80" Knoch spoke listlessly

“And, Dingley. while 1 think of It
sond n message back o Miss Paget,
Ask if I can see her now, In hor dress-
Ing-room for n fow minutes” He

turned to Oswaid I must explain to
her the change we're making, Better
have the part copled at once; It must

be put into gquick rehearsal.”
CHAPTER XIV.
The Opening Night,

Dorcas  stood motionless In  the
wings, with Maerry beslde her, leaning
agalnst a table, The curtain had fallen
on the third act of “The House of He-
tarbrook,” The girl's body t(hrobbed
from head to fool, and she folt as If
the emotions of a lifetime had been
¢rowded into that single hour. There
wag a babel of nolse behind the
scenes; lp front the applause sounded
like a tempest, At intervals the hand.
claps died away ne from weariness,
only to begin aguain with tremendous
vigor.

“"Come,” sald Merry; "we must go
out again.”

“Again?" whiapered the girl

“Yen," Merry emiled; “this time the
two of us alone.”

“The two of us?"

“The two of us—alone.” There was
a low, tender thrill in Merry's volce.

He took her hand and led her out
upon the empty stage. The curtaln
was lifting slowly, From where she
stood she saw Enoch standing in the
wings. Hia fmee was flushed with ex-
eltement. The audience looked to the
girl lUke & blur of ecolor and human
forms, The people swayed forward
oagerly, and the applause became up-
rourious. A voice cried, “Speech!
Bpeech!"” It began to come insistent.
ly from the back of the house, The
ory was taken up by men and uumut
evarywhere in the audienca. Dorcas
turned to Merry, Oswald was beckon-
ing to him from the wings, but the
actor shook his head

“l could not make a speach tonight
If my lfe depended on It," he whis-
perad, and the eurtain descended
slowly.

A new cry came from the climorous
house. Bome one was shouting for the
auther, Dorcas lald her hand upon
Merry's arm.

SPhey want you,” she cried.

He smiled and shook his héad.

She heard Oswald wrge Enoch to
go In front of the curtaln. The nolse
io front grew louder, The girl flew
across the stage and put her hand
upon her brother's shoulder,

“Enoch,” sho pleaded In a whisper,
“take Merry with you and explain.”

Wentworth left her without a word.
Oswald and the gtage manager beck-
oned to him from the wings, 8he took
& few fiylng steps as If to hold him
back, then stopped, Merry bad called
her. Bhe paused, staring into his eyes

“Binoch must npot go out there
alone,” she protested in & low volce.
“He must net do it. You should be
with bim. It I8 the last chance he has
to make restitution. He will never,
never do such & thing as thist"

“Listen,” she heard Merry's whis.
por clearly through the din. “Dear, it
dots not matter, What does anything
matter? The play s a success. You
balleve in me. 1 4id it—for you, What
do 1 care about the people out there?
Thoy are nothing to us*

“Oh!" orled Doroas, "oh, | will go
and tell them myself. They must
know!"

She darted toward the edgo of the
drop curtaln, then she stopped. A
sllence had fallen, not only upon the
house but bohind the scenes. Stlage
handes who had been dragging proper-
tiem about stood motionless, A shivér
erept aver the girl. She felt Marry lay
his tand on hers with u steadying
clasp that seemed w quiet her, She
could hawr Wooch speaking. He bad
A atrong, vibrant voloe, Wvery one be-
hingd the scoues was lstening and un
derstanding except herself, His voles
grew blurred an [aces In the audlence
had beon
Marry Unee a look of consuming
Batred Nitted scroms bis face, and bis
lipa grew pallld as gray aslios

Dorcas pulled away from bis clusg
ing bhand wod ran to ber dressing room
Bhe was choking with sobs. She felt
ber fAngers Upgle where Androw had
m them, sud thers wus & look of
serror In her eyed

Allce Volk sal walting for her in the
dresgingroom.  Little Julle jumped to
bur feet when Dorens sotered. The
£ did net speak, bul clasped the
child to her boso.

P e 1?, '-'.‘ﬁh ump.nd_, “help me Lo

I8 made,™

The ¢hild returned in g minute, “Mr.
Wentworih haa a earringe ordered. |
rignld will you ga with him?™" |

‘No,” orled Doreas; “tell Dugald 1I'll
be rendy In ten minotes. | am going
home nlopa™

y slood walting at the stage en-

trinee when she want out e I‘.m!|
o M o\
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A Look of Consuming Hatred Flitted
Across His Face.

heard Julie deliver the message. “Good
night, Miss Doreas,” he sald. “Sleep
well. Remember, everything 18 all
right. I owe it to you, I owe you mdre
than you understand. You made good
tonight; the papers will tell you so in
the morning. Good night. God bless
you!"

“"Good night.” The girl shivered for
A moment, It was otensely cold, and
@¢he drew a fur coat close to her chin.
The cabman drove quickly, for the

#lreets were emptied of wvehicles.
Along Broadway the theaters were
dark,

Jason gtootl walting to open the door
whan the girl ran up the steps. His
dusky old face was one grin of delight.
He had just returned from the theater
and was growing impatient for the
trivmph of a homecoming,

“Missy,” he cried, “yo' cert'ly done
us proud. My eoul! 1 couldn't er
b'lleved de baby | toted yeahs en
yeahs oga ud ebber a' lived to act ez
fine ez yo' done. 1 used to play 1 was

yo' black mule. [ reckon yi' don'
‘member, honey, ridin' mule on ol
Unecle Jason's back, do yo'? En dar

yo' was, honey, noworkin’ me up till 1
‘vlar to goodness I mos’ crled my ol
eyos out. ‘When Marse Enoch come
out en made dat speech folkses hol-
lered en got to der feet clappin' en
bangin® eticks on de floor, 1 ‘clar to de
Lawd dar wa'n't a prouder ol’ darky in
New York den Uncle Jason.”

Doreas began to laugh and cry at
onee,

"I don' wonder yo's all done up,
Missy. 1's got de fines’ supper ready
fo' yo' yo' ebber see.” g

Dorcng was too unnerved to eat, She
swallowed a cup of coffes and nibbled
at the good things Jason had prepared.
Then she went upstaire and began to
undress. She brushed her bhair, plait-
ed It in two long bralds, and slipped
{otp a gray kimono, which folded it
self about her in sheeny waves. The
coffee had driven sleep away. She
tossed a shawl about her shoulders and
ran down through the ellent house to
the library. Wentworth often read
there until long after midnight, and a
coal fire was burning brightly,

8he pushed an armchalr close to the |

hearth and dropped Into It wearily
Bhe reallzed that she was very tired.

| blinded
| amile of Zilla Paget,

fhe had not thought of nerves or body
during the long weeks of rehearsal,

with the incessant study, the multl- |
tude of detall, and the strange irregu- |

larity of iNe.

Bhe began to llve over ugaln the last
few hours and drew & long breath as
ghe remembered the strangling terror
which lald hold of her before she made
her first entrance. When she hoeard
her cue she falt dumb, erippled, almost
blinded for one moment. The smile on
CZilla Paget's face, as she stepped
from the wings, stung her Into anction,

Thero was seorn In it, and cruelty |

smoothed over by a sweet, begulling
parfldy, which aroused In the girl a
sudden hate that she had never felt
in her life before. The hatred made
her forget everyvthing except her part

The recollection of a bit of gossip
had Amsbhed to her memory: Zilla
Paget had prophesied that her “Cor
delin” would be u dead fallure. He-
fore the end of that second act the in-
tan&e lonthing auq scorn which Merry

She turned to glance at | had put into, her llpes became real | Ashly

The wongsn understood, She shrank
with u terror which wes searcely slmu
| Inted during the girl's denunclation of
u mother who had lost all clalm upon
n child for love or raspeot. Beven
times the curtaln rose and fell upon
the two women. Onece & volley of
hissss was hurled at Zilin Paget, and
she smiled In happy trdumph, Oswald
and Morry siood in the wings watoh.
ing the aot The intensity which
Dorcas threw (nto her part stirved
both men strongly, as it did the audl
ence. They had anticlpated womanly
ewestpess and tenderness, but they

had not
deptha

“1 never dreamed ahe could do any-
thing ke this,” sald Oswald slowly

Merry did not speak. He had caught
Zilln Paget's subtle amile. He knew
there wna more than acting In the
TS TE

While Doreas sat gazing into the
| red eaves of the coal fire she want over
each “situation in the play, step by
#top. Once she burled her face In
the folds of her shawl; her cheoks
ware throbbing hotly, She falt Merry's
kins burn upon her Iips. There had
been no ronl kisses at rehearanl. The
trust and love and gratitude with
which the broken old convict turned to
his ehild peemed renl for & moment;
she felt It when the actor touched

gauged her emotion to the

her lipa. Then she bhad fallen sob-
bing Into his arme. BShe heard the
andience sobh with her, When she

turned to glance aside through helf-
eyes, nhe met the derisive
who stood In the

wingse,. There wasa jeanlousy In her
RCOTT Her part was over for the
night; she was dead to people In
front, They had forgotten her, In‘aplte

af the applause she had won a half
hour before. It hurt her vanity
Noreas came out of har reverie with

i #tart. The door behind her closed,
and Enoch walked In. His face wis
glowing with eager, Impetuous tri-

flushed, and
guddenly
did not speak |
she hnd seen

umph, his cheeks ware
his eyea shone He stooped
o kiss his sister. She
It geemed years since
him in such a mood
“Dorry,” he eried, “why did you rush
1 Everybody was walting to con-
You Iifted l'l-u’l]!l“ off |
took
wild
Interview
lalk of

home
gratulate you
thelr feet, [ swear, you
minag! The eritics
you and wanted 1o
Tomorrow you'll be the
town."

Everything that had blurred Ufe
geemed to vanish., It was ‘m:lnlutul|
that In a few hours the dreams of I.|
Ifetime should have come true. The
girl lnughed. Her heart had suddenly
grown Hght. \

"Huoch, T cannot
Have 1"

He stood bheslde her with a proud
#amile upon his lps. “Darry, you're a
queer proposition, Any other girl
would have had her head turned by
the triumph tonight. Why, chiid, in
three hours you climbed stralght onto
a pedestal that many women work half
a lifetime to reach. HEven then they
often miss "

Enoch bent and lifted her face till
her oyes looked Into his. “There wero
minutes,” be sald fondly, “when 1
uctually questioned whether it was
the Iittle slster herself or not."

Dorcas had never seen her brother
8o strangely excited. She wondered
for & moment it he had been drinking,
but she saw It was the Intoxication of
sudden success, not of wine. He pnced
about the llbrary, talking, laughing,
buflding a thousand plans for the

me off
“{'I],l over
you

the

make myself be.

future. The girl watched him cu-
rlously. It was a strange transition
from the sullen sllence of monthu,

The Eunoch of Hght-hearted boyhood
days had returned,

“You have a great future, Dorry.”
He stopped abruptly and his voice
grew grave. “There I8 one thing 1
want to say. Don't,” he hesitaled and
began to pace the room agaln, as If
choosing his worda carefully, "iitm'l.l
make a hero of Merry. He did well
tonight, I have seen him set the whote
town talking as he did in ‘Esterbrook,”
then topple back and go down, away
down"”

Dorens  rose from her chalr and
tosged the loug bralds of hair over her

ghouldere  Her eyves and cheeks were
blazing. Wentworth's face grew in-
exorable. “Enoch,” she cried, “how

dare you say such a thing—to me?"’

“"What do you mean?"

“You know what I mean!" He saw
her chin tremble, In splte of her
anger she was on the-verge of tears.
“When people were calling for the au-

“Dorry, You're a Queer Proposition.”

thor, how dld you dare to go out mnd
take the applause? Have you no oon
sclonce, no houor left?"

“Merry got as much applouse a8 one
man could stand.” He looked at her
with dogged deflance,

“That makes you nonw
thief.”

Euoch did not answer
clgar from his vest pocket, Lt It, and
began 0 smoke e did
before his wister's gase

I should have been the
girl in the world tonight,

the loss—n

not

happlest
almost Tool-

happy.” There wus a pititul
| Quaver in her volee. “1 feel now na If
I were dlagrnced, Men have gone to
| the  punitentinry for stenling—less

!l]lun you did.”
Wentworth laughed scornfully He
tosaad lis clgar Into the beart of the

Nre and turned upon Dorcas In sud
don rage. “Steallng 18 not & nice
word.”

“It 1s nice enough for what has hap-
pened."

“Do you know,"” asked Wentworth

| with grave deliberation, "what did hap-

pen? Has Merry ever taken you Into

| his confidence nbout this transaction

Mnrrr has never sald one m:)r«t!l
agalnst you-—to me.” |
“Then reserve your judgment until |
he does. If you were Lo ask him, and
If he played falr, he would tall you
that It was a straight, honest bargain, |
A bargeln bought and peld sod
signed for. Merry, with all his fail
Ings, Is no walcher,”

“Bought and pald and signed for?
repeated the girl In slow bewllder
ment. “"How could you buy mnd pay
for something oconcelved by another
man's brain and writtdh by another
man's hand.”

“That I8 my business, wholly”
swerad Hnoch coldly. “It {s an affalr
no woman would understand.” _He
paused to light another clgar; then he
turned to Dorcas with such authority
a8 he had never used to her before.
“1 want to say one thing beforsa you
leave this room. It 18 about the gques-
tlon of the authorship of this play. It
Is not to be brought up again at any

time between us Do you under-
stand 7

“l understand Doreas answered
gulatly. *“I understand It 18 perfectly

usalesg to appeal to B
which Is dead "

BEnoch shrugeed bis shoulders. “If
that {8 the way you chooss to put I,
woll and good. [t seems to mo o pity
that you eannot drop thls altogether

and—forget. The Muture looks bright

condcience

for both of us We could easily go
back to our old happy lfe If you
would.”

Doreas moved toward the door, *1

cannot forget, | promlse you one thing,
Enoch, 1T wlll never gpeak of It again.”

“Thank you,” sald the man brus-
quely

CHAPTER XV,

Master Robin Tully.
When the curtain dropped on the
Inst gct at a Saturday mutinee, Dorcas
paused on the way to her dressing

room and glinced out at the stage
door. Raln wae lpshing the streot In
furtous, wlld:blown torrents The

few people who braved the storm bent
thelr heads agualnst it and plodded on
with determination. Nearby, a streat
organ was wheezing the "Miserere” In
pitiful appeal to o bheedless crowd at
the theater door,

Doreas roturned to her dressing.

ordered the waltor to aet the dhhnul
on the hot radiater, then she sent him
nwnay. Julle took her place delighted. |
1y

“You'rs a clever waltress,” sald |
Mepry |

“1 used to plan to be a waltress
when I was grown up,” sald the child,

| while she gathered plates neatly on

s tray. “That was before [ went on
the stage. Playing the little ‘Cordelis’
in nicer than belng a waltress'

“It mean® getting rich faster,” sald
Merry gravely. l

"Of course,” agreed Julle “Stil], 1t
must be delightful work to be a wait-
ress, RBefore wa found you. Mother
and 1 used to go mornings to 4 little
restaurant to get hot cakes, and 1
loved to watch the waltresses. Bome
of thom were pretty, They had love
ly hair and ocunning lttle muslin
aprons,’”

Merry laughed. “You were wise to
declde on ‘Cordella.’ " !

“I know that. 1 would be quite |
happy to be 'Cordelis’ with you, even
If 1 didn’t get any money for it. Of
course, though, it's lovely to got my
ealary envelope onoe n week, and to
have nice rooms at Mrs. Billerwell's,
and all we want to eat, and clothes
and shoes. 1 am growing rlel—I have
a bankbook!"

"Really 7

“l have four hundred dollars in the
bank.”

"Four hundred dollars!"

‘When 1 have two thousand I am
golng to buy a little house out In the
couniry., Mother and 1 pleked 1t out
one day when Miss Doreas took us
driving, We will keep chickens and a
pony and a cow, and have cherry troes
aud radishes and pansies in the gar
den.”

“I will come
snld Merry, *

and board with you,”
if 1 don't have to milk the

cow."”

"Oh, Mother,” cried the ohild lm-
petuously, “l never thought of keep-
ing boarders before!—only we can't

charge Mr. Merry much.”

"May 1 come too?" asked Doreas.

"Oh, that would be lovely!"” Julle
lald down a chicken bone she held be
tween her fingers to elap her greasy
little hande joyfully. Merry was tell
ing a ridleulous adventure which had
once befallen him on & snowbound
traln when he was Interrupted by a

room. It was a dellghtfully cozy re- | timid knock at the door,
treat—Mr. Oswald had seen to that. Julie rose to open L. She turned
Allea Volk sat repalring o gown, to look back at her mother with a

“Where's Julia?" Doreas demanded.

“Bhe's asleep In our dressing-room."”

The girl seated herself In front of
the mirror and began to remove her
make-up. At Intervals she glanced
over a bunch of letters which lny on
the dressing table

“1 used to wondor how it would feel
to be famous. Of course I am not
famous yet,” sanld Dorcas quickly; "1
am meraly one of the people you hear
of in passing. Still, | cannot grow ac-
customed to the queer experience of
seeing my name blazxoned on every |
housetop when 1 ride on the L, or
finding my plcture in papers and mag-
azines. People stop on the street to
gtare at me; occasionally they whis.
per my name to some one who 18 with
them. A girl | went to school with
wrote the other day and asked for
gixteen autographed portralts to glve
as favors at a party. She was a rich [

child, and at school she snubbed me
unmercifully.”
“It's the way of the worid,” the

other woman answered. “A little of it |
came into my own life”

‘It's a queer way,” Dorecas contin-
“and somebow alrendy 1 feel
blase. The love and trust [ have from |
Julle and you I8 something waorth |
while"

Mrs. Volk rose to hang up
ghe had been repalring, As she passed
Dorcas she bent and kissed her cheak,
The girl looked up with a grateful |
smile

“Suppese,” Dorcas suggested
have a little spread right here. 1 can
order a hot dinner sent In It's &
wretched night—What do you say?”

“If 1 were to spenk for Julie, you
know how she would enjoy it”

ned,

“we

“'"Phone to the Beauclerc for a |8 straight, yellow halr was cropped
menu. It will be fun.” . [in a fringe about his eyes, then it

Half an hour later the dressing waved upward. He wore a black sult
room looked llke a small banqueting with long, tight llr(‘m;ﬂrs A hrounl:
ball, for the property man had put | Jocket, over a white shirt, reached

evarything he controlled at their dis-
posal.

“Liaten,” sald Doreas to the walter,
who stood ready to take thelr order;

Of course,” oried Idorcas;

“It's B0
long ago since I was a lttle girl 1
| Yiad forgotten that ice crenm and cake

& much more Important than soup.”

bewildered glance.
ure stood motionless in the doorway—
a little

A gown | il" .

A Small,

his waist
ke a small saucer.

dld you com# from?"

A small, odd fig

boy with serious, brown eyes,

4

Odd Figure Stood
Doorway.

in the

In his hand be held a hat

“Hullo, David Copperfiald, where

ceried Merry.

’ " |
“bring us cousomme, bolled salmon, “That lsn t‘ my name 'I‘lz{e child
celery, cucumbers, and sliced toma. had a surlf. I-.n.t:lln‘h a(-m-m,. 1 I.m_vu
| toes, potatoes, string beuns, roast haan'l of Qavit} Capperfield,’ but I'm
chicken, lettuce, almond meringue ple, not I.}.“Nd' sir, my name Is Robin ‘
coffee, nnd-—is that all? she asked of th.ll‘y " |
Julle who stood peering over her Come in, Master Robin Tully.” sald
shoulder Merry, “and bhave dinner with us.”
“lee cream and cake,” suggested the The child starad at them steadily I
chiild 4 but did not move,

(TO }Ji" CONTINUED,)

NOVELTY IN CITY STREETS

Iulle turned to gaze at the table. | Employment of Sku as a Method of
lsn't it o pity, Miss Dorcas, there are Locomeotion Astonished Seasonad
only three of us, when there are four New Yorkers.
Ides 1o o tnble." _

Doreas laughed. “I'I let you plek People In Audubon avenus, in the
out a guest for us, Jullee Who shall | upper section of the metropolls, wers |
L be?" treated to a gpectacle on a winter af-

“Well, et me think, The echild | ternoon that New Yorkers do not have |
paused. "There's Dick—Dick would do | the opportunity of beholding every

| anything for us. He's only a call boy, | 48y

| but he's nlee. Then there's Robert- Hecause of the snow vehlcular traf-
®son He loaned us the ehairs and ! fic had been largely suspended and the
table. Hobertson's the plesst man in | trolley cards were not running. Two

|
|
1
|
|
|

flluch |

| hnd Brunton

the Gotham—almost. We could have |

but she's just golng out

'hen there's Mr &!1'1'['}' I bealleve,"”
she added decldlvely, 1 would rather
have Mr Merry than anybody."”

Doreas bent to rearrange n knite
and fork
"How do you know Mr. Merry Is

Ho pulled » | 127

He 8, erled Julle “He called me
into Wis dressing-room when | pasued
and gave me these” She unclasped
her hand to show three caramels
sueczad into a stloky lump

Would your mother liko to have
hMin here?

Tl did not walt for her mother to
LOAWer

"Of ecourne. Mother and I love him."

Wall, you may be our messenger
Tell Mm he is lovited Lo dine with
three ladled. Dinuer will be served in
ten minutes”

Merry returned with Julle clasping
his hand
“This & unexpected! Whon the

young Indy tapped at my door, 1 vas
debating whether It was worth while
EOlug out tu eat In the storm.”

It was a gay Uttle party. Dorcas |

modes of travel were avallable to those
who did not enre to walk—automabiles
and slelghs. These conveyances be
cumieé s0 numerous that they soon
censed to attrpet much attention, but
now and thes some persons remarked,
That's the only way you can get over
the snow today unless you foot IL”

These positive persons Wwere soon
spprised of the fact there waos still an-
other means of travel over the snow
Thelr attentlon was attracted by a
mian golng north on Audubon avenue
at u distance It was apparent
that he was not walking

When he drew near it was seen that
he was op skis and he was expert
encing diMeulty in making headway
It was hard walking in the skis, and
even the grips which he carried in his
hands were not asslating him to any
oxtent

Pedestrians turned {m\md and
stared at the sight If they had been
in Norway they would not have pald
attention to the man, but o New
York a mnan on gkis &2 & novelty., As |

Kven

one pedestrian elnculated as he gaped |

at the man, "Bay, he must be ofd his
way to the north pole.”

The Old Treat-

The Old Companies.
ment. The Old Care.

They—the best in all the land. I represer the
Hartford —Phenix— Continental—Columbia—Royul, the
really STRONG Insurance Companies,

I have a fine list of lands for sale—and wish Yours,
when you sell.

Write every kind of Insurance. Do Conveyancing,
draw up Wills, Deeds, Leases, EBte.—RIGHT. Very
much desire YOUR business, and will care for it well.

Jomoknon

Hn ro HOK..V.ro Mabir.
Successor to Ed. T. Kearney.

Insurance. Real Estate.

Conveyancing. Steamship Tickets
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o

Col E. F.

Farm Sales, Real Estate and Live Stock o

Auctioneer

100 Tin Cups furnished.
pric= to all.

Rasmgasen l

Write fic Ponca, Nebr., box 101, or Phone

.
See me Early for dates. One l
L]

50 at my expense, '
.

Licensed Embalmer
Ambulance Service

Lady Assistant

\

Wm. F. Dickinson

Undertaking

415 Sixth Street

Bell 71 Sioux City, Iowa.

Auto N4

“A Growing Business Built on Our Reputation"
SHIP US YOUR

. Cattle, Hogs and Sheep
Steele, Siman & Co.

Sijoux CITY, IOWA

Tom Steele, Ray Siman, Dave Prusmoer, B
Manager Oattle Salesman, Hog & Sheep Salesman, OfMos,

Hundreds of Dakota County Farmers Ship Us.
Ask them about us. Our Best DBoosters.

We Work for You. Write Us. Ship Us.

o ST A 5 SESRE o SIS > SRS

Your Dealer to Show You

Fully Guaranteed ;
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The Famous Sturges Bros. Harness

If they Don't Have Them, write or eall on
Sturges Bros,, 411 Pearl St, Sloux City, Ia.
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" GURE Y GUREe

Henry s Plaace

East of the Court House—for the Best in

Wines, Liquor a» Cigars

Bond & Lillard, Old Elk, Sherwood Rye Whiskies.

Nulife Beer

Bottle or Keg
Henry Krumwiede, Rakets Clix, Nebraske

Theamerican [joy *

> ;The SAFE boys’ magazine l
. R welve moaiks ¢ OnlySIayear

heal
» ob1e pagar. O

Am ne

-

'| |r-.lu,l|ar
lotie ul lnlfll“ sadors.

‘%" The American Boy, $1.00
;J The HERALD, - $1.00

Both, for - $1.65




